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the love of making one might own to a baser motive.
Under Kipling's sway I had a little forgotten the con-
tinent of Europe, treated it as a mere envious echo to
our own world-wide display. I began now to have a
disturbing sense as it were of busy searchlights over
the horizon. . . *

One consequence of the patriotic chagrin Meredith
produced in me was an attempt lo belittle his merit.
"It isn't a good novel, anyhow/1 I, said.

The charge I brought against it was, I remember,
a lack of unity. Jt professed to be a study
of the English situation in the early nineties, but it
was all deflected, I said, and all the interest was con-
fused by the story of Victor Radnor's iight with
society to vindicate the woman he had loved and
never married. Now in the retrospect and with a
mind full of bitter enlightenment,, I can do Meredith
justice, and admit the conflict was not only essential
but cardinal in his picture, that the terrible inflexibil-
ity of the rich aunts and the still more terrible claim
of Mrs. Burman Radnor, the uinfernal punctilio,"
and Dudley Sowerby\s limitations, were the central
substance of that inalertness the book set itself to
assail. So many things have been brought together in
my mind that were once remotely separated, A peo-
ple that will not valiantly face and understand and
admit love and passion can understand nothing what-
ever. But in those days what is now just obvious
truth to me was altogether outside my range of com-
prehension. , . .
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